The mofl lamentable Trtgedie 

Moore. No more great Empreffe, Ttafeianut comes, 

Be crofie with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
Tobackethy quarrell what foe re they be. 

Biffin. Who haue we hecre? Romes royall Emprefic, 
V nf'urnifht of our well befeeming troope ? 

Oris it j Dion habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To fee the gencrall hunting in this Forreftf 
T<mor a. Sawcie controuler ofourpriuatefteps, 

HadI thepower,that fomefay Dian had, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently, 

With homes as was Deleons , and the hounds. 

Should driuc vpon his hew tranlformed limbes,' 
Vnmannerlv intruder as thou art. 

Lattinm. V nder your patience gentle F.mprefle, 

Tis thought you haue a goodly girt in horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you, 

Are fingled forth to try experiments: 

Jotte fhie’d your husband from his hounds to day, 

'Tis pitty they fhonldtakchimfcra Stag, 

BaftUn. Belecue me Queene your fwarty Cymerion, 
Doth make your honour of his bodies hue. 

Spotted, detefted,and abhominable. 

Why arcyoufecjueftreo from all your trame ? 
Diftnountedfrom your Thow white goodly fteed, 

And wandred hither to an obfeure plot. 
Accompanied withabarbarous Moore , 

If foale defire had not condt died you ? 

Lemma. A nd being intercepted in your fport, 
G.eatreafonthatiny nobleLord berated 
For faufines, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her joy her Raucn cu.lourcd Ioue, 

This vailey fits the purpofe paffing well, 

Bafti#. The King my brother flulihaucnotice of tin's. 


of T itus Andtonicm. 

I,forthefe Hips hauemadehira noted long, 1 , 
Good King to be fomightilypbufed. 

Queene, Why I ha ue patienceto endureallthia. 

Enter Chiron and‘Demetry»u 

Dent. How not/vdeerefoueraigne&our gracious mother 
Why doth your Highnes looke fo pale and wan? 

Queene. Haue I not reafon think e you to looke pale 
Thefe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 
Abarren,deteftedvaleyou feeitis, 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane. 

Ore come with mo fie and baleful 1 Miffelto. 

Heere ncuerfhines the Sunne,heere nothing breeds* 
Vnlefle the nightly Owle or fatall Raucn ; 

And when they ihowdtne this abhorred pit. 

They told me heereatdead time of the night, 

A thonfand feiuds, a thoufand hiding fnakee. 

Ten thoufand fwelling toades, as many vrehins, 

Would make fuchftarefull and confufcd cries. 

As any mortall body hearing it 

Should firaite fall mad, or elfe diefuddainely* 

No fooncr had they told this hellifh tale, 

But ftrait they told me they would blade me heere, 

Vnto the body of a difinall Eyve, 

And leaue me to this miferable death. 

And then they calldme foulcadulterefie, 

Lafcs'uious Goth, a ud all the bittereft tear mes, 

That euer care did heare to fucheffctt. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Reucnge it as you loueyour mothers life, 

Orbe ye not henceforth cald my children. 

Demet. This is a witnes tbatlamthyfonne. fiabhim. 
Chiron, And this for me ftrook home to fhew my ftrength 
Lamia, l come Scmeramh.nay Barbereus Tamora, 
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